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~—CHICKEN—
Chola. Cure!

Thousands of dollars worth of
chickens die every year from Chol
era, It is more fatal to chickens than
all other diseases combined, But the
discovery of a remedy that positrvely
cwres it has been made, and to be con-
vinced of its efficacy only requires a
trial. A so-cents bottle is endugh for
one hundred chickens. It is guar-
anteed. If, after using two-thirds of
a bottle, the buyer is not thoroughly
satisfied with it as a cure for Chicken
Cholera, return it to the undersigned
and your money will be refunded.
For sale by 6. W. Short. Cloverport, Ky.

BTOP YOUR COUGH WITH

CERTAIN

(OUGH (URE

Cares Coughs, Colds, Hoarseness,
Croup, Whooping Cough, Bronehitls,
Incipient Consumption, and will re-
lieve consumptive patients in ad-
vanced stages 3 will cure when cura-
able, and relleve in the worst cases.
Nee t‘h.’tC.G.C. isblown in every bot«
tle and take no other. Price 256¢.
J. O, MENDENHALL & €O,
BOLE PROPRIETORS,
EVANSVILLE, INDIANA.
SOLD BY DRUGGIETS GENERALLY,
Remove Corns, Waris & Banions with

CERTAIN CORN CURE.
285 COts. a BOTTILE.

SOLD AND WARRANTED BY}

CG.W. SELORT

BANK |&E=
OFFICE 8"
AND STORE F
MHETERRY

NASHVILLE
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At oelghturts and (hose ahiont you—-1hat always resits
vainakie foow wim, whiats liokds for yrars when once staried

" L, eto. Afer

O ok 1 o g o vt M o cen
from e week and & Aidress,
% Co, Box 18, I Maine.

LOVISVILLE & HENDERSON

Packet Line.

Passenger, Mail and Express Boals.

For all way landings, botweon Loulsviile and
Hondoraon, the elegant and flset steamers

JAMES GUTHRIE.
TELL CITY,
CITY or OWENBBORO.

Onaof the above fine sidewhoel steatuers puse
up and dewn daily. Splendid socommodations
fur stook.

Genoral offics
Loulaville, Ky.

D L. Pessv, Supt;
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Leonard Heath's Fortune,

By REBECCA HARDING DAVIS

He saw” Tier now in the open door,
through which the firelight streamed out
waurmly into the night. **All right Win-
ny!" he called. At which ghe nodded
brightly and went in,

“Ther's none kin fill the old man's
place to her,” he sald, as he made a short
cut through the privet bushes to the
door. *'Bhe keeps u frightened sort of
watch on me, as though I too might dis-
appear and leuve heralone. Good Lord!”
He stopped short, looking about the gar-
den and fields beyond, from which the
late October chill and damp drew heavy

scents, sweet and tainted with de-
cay. “It's the very day! Five
yenrs this night, Ther were low

clouds flying over the moon, too, just as
now, and this cold, deathly wind, and
these unwholesome smells, like plants
strewed over corpses, Kin she hev for-
gotten?  He hurried ta the door, as
though some ghost pursued him, stop-
ping again to glance fearfully around.

There was a certain ehill, a hush in
the uncanny night, as though some ill-
boding presence eame slowly, steadily
nearer. In the many noises of the wind,
through the forest just within sight, he
fancied he detected a ory almost human
in its want and pain.

““Was it a banshee that Len said cried
on the night when a Heath died, and on
that night for years after came buck to
‘mind them that was livin' of the dead?

The darkness, the cry, his own ghastly
fancles, drew him to the door; he opened
it and came in headlong, with a pale
face, at which they all langhed.

“Here is your dry coat and elippers,
uncle,” said Winny, and now that he
waus in she sat down contented. He
could not tell, furtively glancing around,
whether they remembered the day or
not. Joe, who sat smoking his pipe on
the other side of the fire, was quieter
than usual, and Bessy, resplendent in
her new merino, more gossipy, but keep.
ing, he noticed, a close motherly wateh
over Winny, However, she always did
that, As for Winny, no one ocould ever
tell what she thought.

She was the same chubby, dumpling
little body that she had been five years
ngo.  Bhe rolled about the house rather
thun walked. There were the soft color
and shy dimples coming and going on
tho honest fuce, and sudden laughter in
the dark eyes, that made everybody long
to hug her and make friends with her
for ever. But while she had once been
the fondest girl in the country side of
dances and gayety and pretly dresses,
ghe lived, since her strange widowhood
began, utterly alone but for the old man
and the companionship which Joe and
Bessy gave them, Apart from them, too,
under all] her affectionate, cheerful man-
ner, in the absolute silence in which she
covered her loss.

Ben could not tell if she remembered
what night had come again. He forgot
to speculate about . The fire was so
big and hospitable; the room, with itsnew
green carpet and bowme wade lounges, so
exactly the picture of comfort and home
which he and Winny had planned; and
through the open door there came glimp-
ses of the bright kitchen and whiffs of the
fat pullets roasting a dainty brown. Once
Mrs, Joe brought back his vague fears:
when the door was inadvertently opened
ghe hurried to close it

“It is & wretched night,” she said, shiv-
ering, *I fancy the dead would choose
to be out in such wind and white moon-
light, if they can come back"—stopping
and stammering as she looked at Winny.
“Coming along the edge of the woods
yonder, 1 fancied 1 heard the cry of some
wild beast in them, I told Joe so."”

“It was the wind," said Joe. “But it
had a curious sound, sergeant. No won-
der it skert a woman. It was like &
dying beast in a cage.”

41 heerd it." The sergeant hurried
away from the subject, and so did Joe,
It was the happiest evening sinee they
came into their new home. The work and
bustle of moving were over, as well as the
hard struggle of years, and the warm,
quiel senso of home was real for the first
time,

Only onoe it was jurrod. Leonard, Joe's
oldest boy, having been admitted as a
speciul grace to sit up forsupper, prowled
about the room, to the discomfort of ev-
erybody but his mother and Winny, who
vied with each other in spoiling him,
Finally he crept up into an old Jeather
chiair that stood vacant, shining in the
firelight, in the warmest corner, curled
up his fat legs and prepared to go to sleep.
There was a sudden silence in the room,
as though a ghost had stood among them,
It was the first time since Leonard Heath
had disappeared thut his place had been
filled, though the chair had waited va-
cant through all those years. They
were superstitious, and this was & sure
omon Lo them of his death. “Let the
child stay,” cried his mother, with a
pale face; "he is the only one of his
name that will ever sit in thut place.”

But Winny shook her head and took
the boy hastily up, bolding him tight to
her breast and rocking him to slesp,
while her eves rested on the place left
vacant, ns though she had the second
wight, and Leonard Heath sat there ulive
before her.

iV,

It had not been difficult for Leonard
to evade all pursuit. There was souse-
thing in his secret flight,in the under-
taking itself, that suited precisely his
morbid, silly imagination and long cher-
ished drenms of romance. He him-

the tedious work of search, aud behind
every moment the splendid possibility of
the treasure and sudden opening of the
enchanted gates of which it was the key.
It did not dull & whit his zest of enjoy-
ment to remember the dismay and wn-
guish he had caused at home, Ie gloat-
ed over it ruther, picturing his return
among them loaded with his fairy-like
gifts. In his long, solitary evenings,
sitting over the stove, he used to plan
his home-coming in a hundred different
ways, for he was but a boy, under all,
and an affectionate boy.

He hud read accounts of the finding of
long-murderad men, and he liked 1o com-
pare his own story with them. But
they were but commonplace mysteries,
His was like some wondrous tale.

He found the cellars under the house
full of out-of-the-way crannies and damp
recesses. Two or three times a day he
felt his hand uwpon the treasure, Once
a heap of old papers fell out of one cob-
web covered shelf. e found again »
coal bin hall Alled with worm eaten
ledgers, Disappointments, but disap-
pointments that served to heat still more
his sanguine fancy.

Weeks crept into months, and then
Leonard began to grow hungry for some-
thing outside of the treasure or ita prom-
ise. He had not calculated on his own
wenkness, At times his solitude wus in-
tolerable, There were days when he
would have given up all for the sound
of a word from Winny or one sight of
Joe's sooty face,

He used to steal back to look in"the
lighted windows in the evenings, hang
round the road all day, in the hope that
some of the family might pass that way,
with a mingled relief and bitter anger if
they did, and they did not recognize
him,

Bat this fever of homesickness in time
lost its force, In his own long failure,
Joe's steady, moderate success began Lo
goad and madden him. He gradually
ceased to plan for Winny or Joe: passion
and love cooled into morbid, sorrowful
remembrance, Real life to him was
narrowed down to success—the hidden
treasure, The little canker of avarice,
which in the boy's original nature was
as inconsiderable as the leprous spot on
the stately walls of the Jew's dwelling,
began ta slowly eat its deadening and
certain way,

It is a history which we have no mind
to follow minutely. The lad was a |
brave, gallant, candid lad. The love of |
money creeps on many such as he, like
a parasite on o sturdy tree, leaving all
beneath it poisonous and rotten, You
enn find such young men in every
shop or street. Leonard, shut by his
love of dramatio effect into this solitude,
fell a quicker victim, For the first year
or two he used to prowl in his disguise
out in tho evenings—even made some
eating bouse acquaintances; but the zest
of adventure soon palled; when smong
men of his own age, his gray beard and
assumed treble became loathsome and
disgusting to him. Yet he could not lny
them off, and so surrender the wealth
which the next day might yield.

For the idea of the treasure grew and
grew like a noxious living thing within
him, devouring ull healthier natural
strength, He searched in old books for
accounts of recovered estates, and studied
the English law on every point that
could help him hereafter. He was re-
solved not to be altogether a tool in the
hands of Ludlow. That worthy, how-
ever, after the second year of unsuccess-
ful effort, appeared (o bave surrendered
all hope of success; he forwarded regu-
larly the small sum due to Heath for his
care of the house—a sum sufficient to
keep alive—but ceased to even inquire
as to the progress of his search,

After a time he used to send the money
in & blank paper, This circumstance
stung Leonard with a certain terrible
pain. Ludlow was the only man who
knew his real name. These quarterly
letters with their few words inside o
“Leonard Heath,” were the sole tie that
held his old self bound to his fellow men,
Now that was cut loose he was like one
dead.

After that I think he could never have
been called & sane man, so entirely did
the one idea mauster and trumple out of
gight all others. There was, however,
method in his madness, The present
housa he knew had been bLuilt by the
Fontaines on or near the original Heath
homestead, The covered entrance, there-
fore, to the secret vault could not be
many rods removed from it, Beginning
in the cellars, he subjected every fool
of ground within an acre of the
house to probing and digging. The
ground was rocky. It was impos
sible to guess how deep the en-
trance had been covered by the fall-
ing walls of the house, Obliged to work
secretly, and much of the time at night,
it is no wonder that years passcd with
his task yet unfinished.

A man does not sink into the nature
of a greedy, soulless polypus at one un-
broken fall. There were times when
Leonurd Heath came up out of the pits
of yellow clay in which he dug, and
stood staring with dulled eyes down the
sunny slopes of grass dotted with gold-
en dandelions, or into the dusky lines
of forest trees that shut him in. He
had never, in his best woments, been a
man akin to nature, or cognizant of her
socrets, yot thers weighed upon him
now & sense of bitter loss—of having
fallen below the level of manhood by
some unknown misstep which he could
Ho would walk feebly
about a while, as though trying to grope
at some lost idea, and then go back to
his grubbing again.

Sometimes, on quiet Sunday after-

a group of young mechanics
:rm& sweethearts would saunter
down the lane and into the woods—
gay dresscs ull a-flutter in the sun

and wind, sud thelr chatter and lsogh-

E

ter echoing through the trees. Now, the
old man, as they called him, was in the
habit of following the boys ubout who
eame nutting there, and try very tim-
Wh&h their talk or jokes, but
when lovers came be hid himself
in the house, out of all sight and hear-
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of womanly help To the Jone creature.
Henath refused it surlily, and crept buck
to his den, as he thought, to die,
low, intermittent fever 1fd sapped all
the strength out of him. But not the
obstinacy. He kept his secrel, would
not summon a physician, In the long,
foverish nights he had called for Winny
and Joe; the long sturved heart woke
to torture him. Dut in the morning his
| purpose remained firm,

! There was but one treasure in life

| wealth, If that was lost —what dad death
| matter?

5 Yet, during the ensuing summer, he
made but few efforts in his old search;
used to sit for hours in the sun, hall
asleep—an old, broken man, in (ruth,

It was by accident, at last, that sue
oess came to him, He was groping one
day in the cellar for coal, when he dis-
'lodg('{l a loose stone, and a blust of
eold, damp air met him. On removing
part of the wall, a nurrow bricked pas-
| Bage was revenled running underground,
But Heath was only able to pencirnte s
few feet, There the roof of the tunnel
had fallen in, and he was met by a solid

half a century. His strength  being
gone, it was the work of months to re-
move Lhis muss and the others wlieh
met him in his progress, It was late in
| the fall bofere he forced w way through
the Jast obstacle, and saw the tunnel
open clear before him, It ran to so
great a distance under the woods that
he fancied it must have had formerly
somo outer opening amd served ns n
secrel phassnge.

It wis o cool, bright morning when,
armed with a pickax and o bundle of
shorl candles for his lantern, he entered
the tunnel to end his search, The low
roof, dripping with mwoisture, would not
| permit him to stand upright. e crept
on into the long blauck vault, half bent,
peering from side to side, the mellow
gleam of his lantern Hinging fantastic
shadows; but pothing met his eves ex-
cept the green patches of molld that
furred the walls and the black, flitting
shapes like gigantic bats that
before him.

His breath failed him as he moved,
Surely, his hand waps upou the treasure
now! It had cost him dear. It wis
strange that in this final moment of sue-
cess he should remember, as never be-
fore, what it had cost him.

He turned over heap after Leap with
his stadl, but they appearcd to be e
caved stuffs and clothes, and crumbled
at his touch into dast, The darkness,
which his light duly broke, elosed be-
hind him; he was shut in by it; thick,
damp, ill smelling night: the horror of
it came upon him—the horror of dark
ness and cold,  There wns no joyful,
brave beating of lis beart, no ery with
which the young man hails his victors
S0 worn out was he, so dend was every
nerve which would have thrilled with
trinmph.

The ground grew unier
feet, the bricks having sunk into o bl
of slime.  He groped on his way, The
tunnel widened into a narrow room, n
stone ledge ran about it, hall way 1o
the roof. There was a bluckened heap
upon the ledge, overgrown with brown
and blood colored fungus, Heath put
down his laptern, his hatuds trembling:
tore off the damp vegetuble mutier and
found a copper case, with a lid serewed

moved

boggry his

on tightly. There were some hluck
letters on it, which he spelled out
slowly:

“Title deed of real estate in Liverpool
belonging to the Heath fumily.”

“1 have a place in the world,” gasped
Leonard Heath, putting the cold metal
to his fuce, as though it had been a liv-
ing thing,

o

1t oo
There were some Wack lefters on it, which
he spolled out slowly.
He turned presently to take up his

lautern, The flame was driven out sud-
denly by u rush of cold air; there was u
pound as of distant thunder. The walls
of the tunnel had fallen behind him!
he was burled in a living gravel

The church bells begun to ring. Ile
could hear them, dulled and sweet, then
they were silent, No lower sound could
reach him. But it was worth recording,
that through the final pain and horror
of the night which settled down upon
him he heard the birds twittering in the
trees overhead, heard the grasshoppers
chirp in the grass, There were voices
reached him, too—voices which had
long been silent; Bess calling to her
baby, Winny singing an old Scotch la-
ment of which she once was fond. e
knew it was but the delivium of old
thoughts uochained, unruled by his will,
But the tears wet his eyes for the first
time for many years,

Three days passed, and Heath yot
lived, The candles he had brovght
nourished him for a time. When they
were gone he sat down passive, Ile
beld the treasure in his hand, the deeds
to his place in the world, but he was a
man in utter darkness, starving to death
for & maeuthful of food. Thought comes
clearly sometimes in mortal pain.
Leonard Heath knew now what he was:
homoless, nameless, with neither wiis,
child nor friend to search for lis bones,
or to may, with ever so little vegret, “ile
wii here, and he is gone,"”

The bubble on the river would breal
and die not less unmissed than he. The
physical torture of starvation gave him
not so much suffering us to know this at
last. Ho eried aloud. Tt seemed to
him, so terrible was the pain of soul

thus uttered itself, that God him-

|

Some |

Bt

loomeryend

selfl must hear and answer,

shock of bhis voice only the

the

pebbles from the wall, and they rolled |

rattling to the ground,
Townrd the close of the third day,
when he sy down in A new pluce on

the brick=, n gust of domp wir struck
his fuce.  Then it oceurred tw bhim o
wonder why the vault had been free
from noOXious gases There must  be

the outer nir.  Roused
and startled, he deagged dmself ap and

erawled ta the wall from whenco the

SONIO OpeNLng | (L)

dranght enme, The enrth was lightly
| h'-.||ll'1 he eleared it awany nmd found
w passage. It waos, in fuct, o continua
tlon of the thnnel in the opposit direc-
| tion, but Heath was too wenk (o reason
IHow long he was in creeping through
l||' never knew,
: Fhere was a0 Dlpst of e plghit oeg
|n heavy mass of tanghsl vines broshed
| In his foce; he thrust them nside; nosoft
| Hght glimmmered before Itis eves; it was
| the Blue henven studded with stars
Lasopinieed THeant by e ptont of the bwenk
Lin the bank and stood In Lepaint old
foshioned goarden about o colinge A

mass of rock and earth bardensd for |

]ril-l_ I|J_:i|rw:|<'v| i'-l i
M nes=t i e

eleep, chiirpod in
cheiry tree beside himg

|

thoe pith ran hetwoeesn rows of  privet
bashies and  crmmson althens; the damp
night alr was feagrvant with the seont of
spiee ploks

Bhat in tho evening uiv theee onngie niso
thie sonmd of o worman’s volee singime an |
ol Beoteh Lunent, The door of the housa

wis purtly e of glnss, and a bright

fire Diglit shome theough it Ho went 1o

it,  Some ligores, which his dim eves

could searovly distinguish, were gad heyed
about the hearth But in the wurmest
corner an old leathern olair shone elieey-

fully, vacant and waiting,

Then he opened the deor, and, with o
fechle ery, stood Lefore them
Later in the mighit, whon Leonard

Heath, warimed and clothed amd fed, sat
in the long vacant seat amd they all guth-
ercd about him, he unfastoned the copper
case,  The into holes,
Jou only smiled, therefore, sovrowfully,
knowing what the end must be. When
the box was apened the deed [ell from
ity a heap of powdered dost, wiiich a patl
of wind blew ovir the hearth

Joo pat his hand on his brother's head:
“My [roar Ind! You have lost VO Ill.‘l-,'l'

Il was rusted

in the world, after all,"

But Leouard's face had a bijhiness
which it hind not learned when he was o
Iur\:

1 lost it for many vears, but I came
to 0t agatn toenizhe

He w ent for a little wiil

“You found the Fortune lonyg ugo, Joe,'
hee sadd; and he drew Winn hisundd
closer in his own, looking out from the
warm hoeme into the quiet nature beliind
which Ciodd was wailing

Itk END,

Ayer's Chorry Pectoral possesses power
ful bealing qualitiea, which manifest them-
selves whenever this remedy is employed
in colda, cougha throat or lung troubles
Ita nmnl_\r.r-' and expectorunt ¢ffecta are
]',lru:hptl‘\' realized It is & chemieal sue-
coss und & medienl trivmph,

For all kinds of job printing in the lat-
est style, call at the Burvkexmivue News
office.
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o KaoLe's Seer,”  Many yoacs Lave pasved since
the thrilling seenos horviu, recounted of the
Anade of mﬂ-r of the Confedersin Boldier, {.I
the intareat, by those whe fought with Ashby,
Bluart. Johnston, Beanregard, Jackson and Lee,
i Lo oanse for which they a0 despersiely snd
heavaly battled, will uever grow less. This
thrilling story plotures not alone joy and sercow,
and a 1ove aweotly told, but is flled wilh hislorie
Insidenis of the t ennlest bel wast the Bouth
il the North, ﬂ::n i a book for the ald Ex.
Lanfedarate, to reeall to hin the vivid scenss of
the grestest Civil War evar known, (o call bask
hiz 0sn cngpalgne, and tell him of 1he mighty
Chisfiain 0 W s ory of every cte who

ware (ke '3 .

~@urry of Eagle's Neat " will find & walsome
in every Hoathern hinne. That it e within
Lo roach of avery ona, it in pubilishod at theLow
rocnor §3, though A LARGE, DaRDsOME VULUMN,
BEAUTIFULLY ILLUSETATED AND ELEGANTLY DOLND,

:.Ote ONLY BY auuomrﬂo-.
the demand for this 01D FAVORITE BOOK
Mwmmg;nm 200 Lumy, will be
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What is

f
Oastorin is Dr. Sam'l Pitcher's old, harmless and guick eure for
Infants’ and Children's Complaints. Superior to Castor Oil,
Paregorio or Narcotio Syrups. Children ory for Onstoria, Mil- P
Hons of Mothers hloss Castoria. ' . ‘t

Castorin cures Colie, Constipation ;

Bour Stomach, Dlarrhoss, Eructation ;
Gives hoalthy sloep ; alwo alids digestion ;
Without wareotic stupwfaction

complaints, us superior (o any presori ption
known to me.”  H. A. Ancaren, M. D,
111 8o, Oxford 8¢, Brooklyn, N. Y. i

Tur Cestavn Coupany, 77 Murray 5t., New York.
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I Y1 recommend Castoria for children'n

OUERBACKER, GILMORE & C0..

Wholesale Grocers,

319 & 321 W Main St.,
LOUISVILLE, KY.
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PARRY MFG. CO.

INDIANAPOLIS, IND

No. 7..

Frice, $18.00 at Factory
Cash with Order.
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H. W. HERNDON & CO.
Produce & General Commiss'n

MERCELAITITS.
No. 144 Third St., LouIisviLLE, Ky
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